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" Where's Natalia ?  Why don't you call her to table > "
" She's out," Ilinichna replied in a low tone.
" Out where ? "
" She must have gone to see her mother and decided to
stop."
" She's stopping a long time.   She's old enough to kaoy/ti
better. . . ." Pantaleimon muttered discontentedly.
As always, he ate diligently, zealously; occasionally he
laid his spoon down bottom upward on the table, took a
sidelong, approving glance at Mishatka who was sitting
beside him, and said roughly : " Turn round a bit, my boy ;
let me wipe your lips. Your mother's a wanton, and there's
no one to look after you. . . ." He wiped his grandson's
tender, rosy little lips with his large black and horny palm.
They ate their meal in silence, and rose from the table.
Pantaleimon gave the order :
" Put out the light. We haven't got much oil, and there's
no point in wasting it."
" Shall I bolt the door ? " Ilinichna asked.
" Yes."
" But how about Natalia ? "
" If she turns up, she'll knock. Maybe she'll go roaming
till morning. She's gone in for the fashion, too, now ! You
shouldn't let her talk so much, you old hag ! A fine idea,
taking it into her head to go visiting at night. ... I'll tell
her so in the morning. She's following Daria's example. . . /'
Ilinichna lay down without undressing. For half an hour
she lay, sighing, silently turning over. She was about to get
up and go along to see Kapitonovna when she heard uncer-
tain, shuffling steps under the window. She jumped up wit**
an agility not common to one of her years, hurriedly ran
out into the porch, and opened the door.
Natalia, as pale as death, clutching at the handrail, slowly
came up the steps. The full moon brilliantly lit up her sunken
face, her hollow eyes, her painfully knitted brows. As
she walked she swayed like a seriously wounded animal, and
wherever she set her feet she left a dark bloodstain.
Ilinichna silently put her arms around her and led her
into the porch, Natalia leaned her back against the door,
and hoarsely whispered:
" Is everybody asleep ? Mother, wipe up the blood behind
me. ... Look, I've left traces. ..."